Gustave Flaubert Letters

another nor like them for long. I dream so much and I live
so little, that sometimes I am only three years old. But, the
next day I am three hundred, if the dream has been sombre.
Isn't it the same with you? Doesn't it seem at moments, that
you are beginning life without even knowing what it is, and at
other times don't you feel over you the weight of several thou-
sand centuries, of which you have a vague remembrance and a
sorrowful impression? Whence do we come arid whither do we
go? All is possible since all is unknown.

Embrace your beautiful, good mother for me. I shall give
myself a treat, being with you two. Now try to find that hoax
on the Celtic stones; that would interest me very much. When
you saw them, had they opened the galgal of Lockrnariaker
and cleared away the ground near Plouharncl?

Those people used to write, because there are stones covered
with hieroglyphics, and they used to work in gold very well,
because very beautifully made torques1 have been found.

My children, who are, like myself, great admirers of you, send
you their compliments, and I kiss your forehead, since Sainte-
Beuve lied.

G. Sand

Have you any sun today?
Here it is stifling.    The country is lovely.
When will you come here?

XIX.    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Saturday evening,  . . .  1866

Good, I have it, that beautiful, dear and famous face!   I am
going to have a large frame made and hang it on my wall, being
able to say, as did M. de Talleyrand to. Louis Philippe: "It is
1 Gallic necklaces.
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